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The ftrongeft caftlc,towcr and town^ 
The golden bullet beats it downe. 

Serve alwayes with allured truft. 

And in thy fute be humble true, 

Vnleffe thy Lady prove un juft* 

Preafe never thou to chufe a new : 

When time ftiall fervc,be thou not flacks 
To proffer though fhe put it back. 

The wiles and guiles that women worke, 
Diffembled with an outward fhew : 

The tricks and toyes that in them iuikc. 
The Cock that treads them (hall not know* 
Have you not heard it faid full oft* 

A Womans nav dothfiand for nought* 
Thinke women ftiil to ft rive with men 5 
To finne and never for to Saint* 

T here is no heaven (by holy then) 

When time with age (hall them attaint^ 
Werekiffes all the joyes in bed, 

One woman would another wed. 

But loft enough, too much I feare, 

Lead that my miftreffe heare my fong 5 
She will not fticke to round me on th ere* 
To teach my tongue to be fo long : 

Yet will fhe b l ufh,here be it faid. 

To kearc her fecrets fo bewraid* 


poems William Shakespeare London 



IBRARY Octavo 


Sat fitijfe » 

S lnne of felfe-love poffeffeth ail mine eye£ 
And all my foule,and all my every part > 

And for this dnne there is no remedy, 

Ic is fo grounded inward in my heart. 

Me ihinkes no face fo gracious is as mine, 
Nofhape fo true, no truth of fuch accounr. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth doe define,' 
As I all ocher in all worths furmounc. 

But when my glade fhewes me my felfe indeed 
Bcated and chopt with tand antiquicie. 

Mine owne felfe love quite contrary I read 
Selfe/o felfe loving were iniguiiie, 

Tis thee ( my felfe) that for my felfe T praile. 
Painting my age with beautie of thy dayes. 


A living monument, 

jS^Otmarble 5 nor theguilded monument, 

Of Princes (Hall ouc-live this powerful! rim*, 

But you (hall Qune more bright in thefc contents 
1 hen unfwept ftone,befmeer*d with flutcifh time* 
When waftefull warre fhall Statues overturne, 

And broyles roote out the worke of rmfonry* 

Nor Man his fword, nor wanes quicks fire ihall burn 
The living record of your memory. 
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